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A ymr woman cast ashore on & lone-
ty island, finds & solitary inhsbitant, &
young white man, dres lke & agvage
and umgt:. to

C. to M. P, T, Bept. 10, 1389,
Brenton was & highly speclalized
of & leading university. Her wri ::Ip on
the sex problem had attracted wide at-
tention. The son of & muiti-millionaire
becomes Infatuated with her, and they
decida to put her thoories into practios.
With no other ceremony than a hand-
claap they away together, A few days
on his yacht shows her that the man
only professed lofty ideals to possesa her.
Katharine dlscovers that the man ls mar-
yhed, Khllo drunk he attempts to kiss
her. e knocka him down and lsaves
him unconscious and RHL'I.RBI in

darkness In a gasoline launch, During A
;!ﬁll’m ehe In ‘wutmuhon un“:.n g

reg years' teaching gives 8 m
:&Inndlx ducation ﬂha{l a Chris-
n

CHAPTER 1 X.—Continued.

And he, too, longed for some hour
to come when he might with right and
decency and dignity speak the words
which some day he must speak or die.
He was not versed in the ways of
women. He had no store of knowl-
edge, no lesson of experience to fall
back upon., He knew but one woman.
He counld not predicate from any petty
maxim, or from any ancient aphorism,
ar from any worn out philosophy,
what she would or would not do under
certain conditlons. Indeed, he only
thought that he loved her and he must
tell her or die in the concealment,

And so matters ran on and on. It
meeded but a spark to ignite the pow-
der, it would have seemed, and yet
a vast cataclysm of nature only
brought about the explosion. He had
never touched her except to take her
hand. Her person had been as In-
violate to him as if she had been &
star above his hesd. And she had
been careful under no clreumstances
to allow more than that, Their hands
had clasped often. Indeed, with every
“Giood night” and "Good morning” the
¢ireuit of touch was made and broken,
but that was all, They usually parted
at night on the sands where she had
first been thrown ashore. He would
stand and watch her as she glided
away from him In the darkness toward
the cave that was her home. She
had impressed upon him how s#he
trusted him, the absolute aasurance,
the entire confidence that she had
that he wounld respect the agreement
between them and he would have died
rather than have transgressed the law,
stepped over that imaginary barrler,
as potent as the circle of Richelieu,
which kept them apart.

And yet she would never know
+what horrible constraint he put upon
himself. How he stood with cienched
‘hands and quivering body and stared
after her, long alter she had gone, She
would never know how that intensity
of longing grew and grew until some:
times he felt that he could not over-
master it. 8Bhe would never know how
he plunged away staggering through
the woods and threw himself down
upon the sands on his side of the
{sland, disdaining even the rude shel-
ter of the cave which wasg his liome,
and fought it out. Sometimes sghe
saw evidences of internal confiiet In
his soul the next morning. The calm
serenity, the indifterence, the animal-
ke satisfactlon with which he had
faced life when she first knew him
had long eince disappearad. There
were deepening lines upon his face
which told of thought, of struggle, and
of character thus developed by these
two potent factors In shaping human
dastény.

And he could never know what was
in her mind, elther. He naver dreamed
that she could love him. She was so
far above him, so supreme in his eyes
that the possibility never ocourred so
him. 1If he had known for a8 moment
how she thought of him, the great
passion In both hearts would have
overleaped every obstacie and in a
moment he would have had her in his
arms. Well, indeed, it s that the
power to read human hearts I8 re-
gerved for the Mind which towers
above human passions because it is
divine,

And so these two while drawling
together as inevitably and as irresist-
ibly as the tide comes in were still
kept apart. Thelr feelings were In so-
lution as it were. A precipitant must
be thrown into the atmosphere in
which they moved and lved and had
thelr being to dlsclose them to each
other.

On one certain balmy night, they
parted as usual. Was the hand clasp
longer, was the glance with which he
peared at her under the moonlight
mors self revealing than uswal? Did
aomething in his own breast call to
the surface that which beat around
her heart? At any rate, it was with
a great effort that she tore herself
away at last and for the first time In
hig life, although she knew It not, he
fallowed after her with & few nolse-
less steps only to stop, his face white
in the moonlight, drops of sweat bead-
ing his brow in the violence of his
oftort, Having transgressed oven to
that degree the law, he turned In-
stantly, without waiting to watch her
disappear around the jutting crag that
marked theVittle amphitheater where
she slept, and went to his own slde of
the island resolutely without a mo-
ment's hesitation or delay.

CHAPTER X,

Hearts Awakened.
For the moment she forgot where
she was and fancied hersell on

and energy to
He

produced in her such strange emo-
tons as she experienced then. For
the earth itself was trembling, quiv-
ering, rocking. The cave wall above
her, seen dimly by the filtering light
of very early dawn which came
through the opening, partook of the
mad, fantastic motion. In another sec-
ond she realized that it was an earth.
quake. The air seemed filled with &
peouliar ringing sound of storm,

Her bed, of course, was the soft
sand over which grass had been

lo; strewn. She lay, therefore, on the

floor and could not be thrown down,
but she was rolled from glde to side
In & way which paralyzed her senses.
Never In all her experience had she
known such & sick feeling of terror.
When the foundations of things are
ahaken, when not merely the great
deep but the solid earth Is broken up,
humanity stands as if in the presence
of the power of God. She lay resist
less, staring, praying, wondering
whether the shaking rock over her
head would fall and crush her.

In a moment the Instlnot of life

the | quickened her to action. She rose to

her knees, staggered to her feet and
tried to manke her way to the en-
trance, Walking was terrible, The
earth seemed to have shaken for
hours, and yet the durption of the
shock was really less than a minute.
Its violence was terrific. Just before
ghe reached the opening, it stopped
with one tremendous shock as sudden-
Iy as it had begun. The next second,
with a roar that sounded lke a thou-
sand pleces of artlllery, the gray ha-
zy light In front of her was blotted
out by a falling mass of rock which
just escaped her. The face of the cliff
had given away. In deeper, intenger
terror than before she threw herself
against the barrler. It was as hard
and as unyielding as the other walls.
No light came to her even. She was
fmprigoned alive in this rocky sepul-
cher. She sank down on her knees
and burled her face in her hands. She
murmured words of prayer.

Her mind flew to the other side of
the island, to the man. Was he, (oo,
entombed? Was this the end of her
Iabors? Outslde she could hear the
wind roar and the waves thundering
with awful violence on the shore. Be-
fore the earthquake had come the
storm. There was still some connec-
tion between the cave and the outer
air, it seemed, for she was now con-
gelous of lightning flashes, After the
atorm, came the fire, Her mind went
back to what she had read from the
Bible a few days before of Hlijah's
despair. Therefore in llke case she
listened with all her heart for the still

volce of comfort to her awestrock
goul. It dld not seem to come. She
was doomed; she would never ses

him again, if indeed he were yet allve,
She knew her feeling for him now,
She slipped forward and fell fainting
on the sandy floor of the cave. And
still the volce was there. Presently
it came to her, as the volee of God
usually comes to humanity, through
the lips of man,

After a epace, how long after she
could not tell, she was conscions of
& human ery through the wild clamor
of the storm. A volee that she knew
and loved was calling her by name,
Was it some wralthlike fancy of the
storm? She rose to her knees, slck
and faint, and listened. No, It was
a human volce, his voles, her name.
The cry was fraught with frantic ap-
peal. It thrilled and vibrated with
passion. It told her In that awful mo-
ment & story which she had not read.
It revealed to her Imaginations of
which she had not dreamed. She was
fascinated with what she heard. Bhe
forgot for the moment to answer. Al
the woman In her, the eternal femi-
nine o her, Ustened. Her bosom rose
and fell, her heart throbbed, her
pulses beat. Alone with that wild,
paselonate, appealing, frantic cry, she
forgot the earthquake, she forgot the
prison, she forgot the storm, she for-
got the world. She only realized that
there out in the dawn, & man, the man
of all the world, who loved her was
calllng her mame. The old call of
manhood to womanhood, of mate to
mate.

She rose Instantly to ber feet. This
time It was the beating of her heart
that pltched and tossed her body. She
lenned against the rock wall and then
she called his name,

“Man," she cried, “are you safe?”

“Yes," was the auoswer, “And
youi"

“Entirely so, save for this prison.”

“Thank God!" came falntly to her
from beyond the wall, “Thank God, I
hear your voice. I shall have you ont,
never fear."

She pressed her ear close to the
heap of huge looge stones which filled
the opening, She could hear him
working outside,

“Don’t be afraid,” he sald at last.

“I fear pothing,” she answered, “if
you are there.”

In one [nstant the situations of life
had been reversed. He was the mas-
ter now and she hung upon his words
and actlons even as he had dome in
days gone by.

She had no knowledge of what task
was before him, but she could hear
the progress that he was making. It
was ovident that he was working furl
ously, and yet he stopped once In
avery little while to reassure himself
as to her presence,

“Woman,” he orled, “are you still
thera?"

“Here and walting,” was the an-
awer,

He needed that assurance of her
safety to enable him to achieve his
prodigious task. How terrible wore
the efforts he put forth, she did not
know until afterward, but his was the
wark of a Titan. He was moving
mountafns with his bare hands. In-
spired by love, mightest of passions,
he was tearing asunder, like the earth.

world, Waell for him that he was so

thewed and sinwed. Well for her that)

and power

had added

spelndid |
‘any | no mere local name would represent
 her now, She was humanity to him—
a| "Woman,"

With a Great Burst of Strength

of labor could have struggled as did
he,

He had been awakened at the self-
same Instant in his lonely cell upon
the other side of the Island. With the
first shock he remembered that some
tme In his days of darkness before
she came there had been a similar
upheaval, He realized Instantly what
it was. Less timorous than the
woman, more aglle, he did not lle su-
pine for a single second. His thoughts
were Instantly for her. He had
thrown himself from his cave and had
raced across the shaking, quivering
fsland without the hesitation of a mo-
ment, Never so lopg as he might
live could he forget the shoek that
came to him when he saw his way to
her harred by that great heap of rock,
fallen from the face of the cllff, which
lay over the entrance to the cave, For
one moment he had stood appalled
and then he had got to work. How
much time had elapsed before he ar-
rived at her door, how much time it
took him to clear It way, he had no
Idea. He had no thought but that he
must open & passage and get to her
dead or alive,

It was not wise for him to expend
breath In erles, but until he had some
reply he could not keep sllent. After
that, when her answer came to him,
he worked more quietly save for those
perlods when he felt that he must
hear her volce to enable him to go on.
Such was the furlous energy of his
toil that by and by the great mass of
rock was cleared away save one huge
boulder which falriy blocked the en-
trance. It was light outslde now. A
gray dawn and full of storm. Through
the wider Interstices she could see him
plainly. Bhe knew now that her res-
cue was only a matter of time, A
branch of a tree for a lever and his
strength would roll the rock away.
She started to tell him but he caught
A glimpse of her white face pressed
agalnst a crevice and the sight in-
spired him. With a great burst of
strength, the like of which poasibly
had never been compassed by mortal
man aince Samson pulled apart the
plllars of the temple, he rolled the
great rock aside and stood in the en-
trance, gasping, panting, with out-
stretched arms,

Biut a step divided them, That step
ahe took., With a sob of rellef she
fell npon hia breast, naturally, inevit-
ably. His splendid arms swept her
cloge to him. Her own hands met about
his neck. With upturned face she
looked upon him In all the abandon-
ment of perfect passionate surrender.
He bent his hepd nnd kissed her, the
first time In all his years that his lps
had been pressed upon another mouth.
He clung to her there in that kiss as
if to make up in one moment for all
the neglected possibilities of the past,
a8 If never In all the bringings forth
of the future should such another op-
portunity be afforded him. He felt
for the first time in his life the beat
of another human heart against his
own, the rise and fall of another hu-
man breast, the throbbing of another
human soul. Tighter and tighter
his arms stralned her to him. B8he
gave herself up in that mad, delirions,
awful moment to the full flow of long
checked passion, and kiss for Xlss,
pressure for pressure, and heart beat
for heart beat, she made repsone,

It was too much, It was the man
who broke away, There was nothing,
no experlence, no remembrance to
teach him. It was all surprise. He
thrust her from him slowly. Her hands
lingered about his neck, but his back-
ward pressure would mot be denlad.
He held her at arms' length, her hands
outstratohed to him, her bosom pant-
ing, her eyes shinlng, her cheeks
aflame In the gray dawn, Yielding,
glving up to him absolutely, yet some-
thing, the magnificent metal of the
man, the restraints through which he
had gone, the long battles with his
own passion, rose to his soul and gave
him mastery once more.
“Woman! woman!" he whispered—

oat!

o

He Rolled the Great Rock Aaside.

He turned away, sank down on one
of the great boulders that he had
thrown aslde and buried his face in
his hands, his body shaking with emo-
tions he could scarce define but well
understood, The woman threw hersell
down on her knees before him and
took him once more In her arms.

“Man," she said, “I love you!"

8he drew his hands away from hia
face; she lald her own face In his
blesding palm and kissed it,

“Man,” she sald, her lips wet with
his own blood In n sort of wild, har-
harlc sacrament, "man, I love you!"

He stared at her as one distraught.
He had dreamed of this, he had imag-
ined It, he had prayed for it, he had
hoped for it, but no revelation that
had come to him in the years of their
association equaled in its blinding
briliancy, in its intenge Mumination,
the revelatlon In that woman's volee,

touch.
“Man,"” she sald again, "I love you,

Do you understand! Do you know
what it means?”
Then he found his volce. He took

her hand and pressed it against his
heart.

“I know,” he whispered.
stand here.”

He rose to his feet, stooped, caught
her by the shoulders and lifted her to

“l under-

his level, A plece of rock 1l bal-
anced on the edge of the cliff fell
crushing, The place was dangerous.

Without a word he slipped his arm
beneath her, lifted her up as he might
have done a child and carrled her out
upon the sand away from the beetling
crags of the rocky wall. She nestled
in his arms with a sense of jJoy and
satlsfaction and helplessness cared for
g0 exquisite that it was almost paln,
He sat her down presently on the
sand and knelt before her. The sun-
light sprang through the gray haze
on the horizon's edge and lighted her
face as he peered Into It. Suddenly he
threw himself prostrate before her
and hils llps upon her feet.

“Not there,” she whispered, layving
her hand upon his bent head, “but
here, here in my arms, upon my heart,
for Man, Man, I love you!"

Then kneeling by her side he took
her once more within his arms,

“But you have not sald!" she began
at last, “that you loved me.”

“There Is no word," he sald, softly,
“In that speech that you have taught
me which Is equal to what1feel. You
don't know how I have looked upon
you and longed for you ever sinoe you
made me know and feel that I was a
man with a man's goul. Night after
night 1 have watched you as you went
to your nook In the rocks. But that
you have taught me honor and consld.
eration, what it s to be a gentleman.
I had followed you and caught yon in
the dark within my arms."

She laid her hand upon his breast
and looked at him feelingly, entreat-
ingly, with touching consciousness of
his strength and her weakness,

“What 1 bave taoght you,"
asked, “you will not forget?"

“Never! Never!"

He released her walst and took her
hand and kissed It. There was as
much passion in the pressure of his
lips upon her hand as there was in
the beat of his heart ngalnst her own,
she feit,

“You,” he continued, “will say what
is to be done”

“Not 1" she answered, piteously,
“but you. 1 have no strength when
you are by. Since that moment when
you kissed me, you are the master and
the man, but you will respect me In
my helplessness?”

“As if you were God In heaven”
cried the man, ralalng his hand as one
who makes & vow. “You are to me
evarything that s pure, that Is holy,
that fs lovely.

“No! No!" she whispered, a look of
terror coming into her face.

“Yen,” he sald. “Through you 1
know God, through you 1know woman,
You are encred to me, Neveragaln,
unless you give me leave, will 1 press
'my lips to yours; never again, unless

she

jou say I may, will 1 take you In my

in that woman's eyes, In that woman's

your hand. Indeed, indeed, 1 cannot
do these things. And yet 1 will love
you in ways of which you cannot
dream so long as | can draw the
breath of life."”

He rose to his feet as he spoke and
turned away from her and stood with
clasped hands and bowed shoulders.
In one moment the whole course of
their llves had changed. It had taken
an earthquake shock to do it, but so
terrific had been the submerged fires
of mutual passions that a whisper op-
portunely uttered would have effected
the same revolution. She sat and
watched him wondering what would
be the end of it. She knew at last
what love was, not the pals phil-
ogophical emotion she had experienced
in the eabln of that yacht. God, how
she hated that recollection. How she
wished that it had never been, If un-
touched by man she could have been
cast upon that island to he glven to
this man who looked upon her as a
goddess. She had told him some of
her history, but not the part which

was vital. It had been eszy not to
enlighten him wholly as to that. He
knew mothing sbout conditions. He

had never seen a ship or a boat within
his recollection, and the story she had
settled upon and told him was one
that recelved Instant acceptance from
him. Indeed there was nothing that
she had told him, or could have told
him, that he would not implicitly have
accepted and believed. The king could
do no wrong. She was Incarnate truth.
And she would have to tell him all
now. She would have to put {nto
that pure soul, alive with passionate
devation, admiration, respect, every
feeling that can make up the sum of
mighty love, this story of evll and
shame. There was no help forit, She
would have to tell him,

But she could not tell him now, not
on this day, She would have a few
perfect hours. She would stand for a
little while within the vale of Eden.
She would look for a little time
through the gates of heaven, Tomor-
tow! To-day she would have and she
would enjoy to the full. She rose
softly to her feet as well and stepped
closer to him. She laid her hand upon
his shoulder. She could seethe mus-
cles In his arm tighten as he clenched
his hands the harder. She turned him
gently about and lifted her perfect lips
to his. 8She kissed him sgain. Her
hand sought him; her fingers parted
his iron grasp, She drew his arm
about her and nestled agalnst him,

“I trust you,” she sald, “as I love
you. I shall be safe with you. You
shall not draw away from me in such
isolation, You have walted long for
kisges ke this"

And then the man gpoke, the man in
him.

“Woman," he said, “vours are the
only lps that have been pressed upon
mine, save perhaps my mother's as u
child, Has any other man ever kissed
you?"

She could not 1le to him,

“Don't ask me,"” she sald, the {utlle
request.

The man had turned away with a
groan. No happiness {s unalloyed; no
joy comes into our llves thal some
paln does not dog Its foolsteps. With
love ecame jealousy before the flood

“At least,” she sald pressing closer
to him and he did not repulge her, “T
have loved no man but you."

“Oh!" he sald, taklng her once more
within his srms, “that T might know
for one moment what Is out there,
how you lived, who saw you, who [ol-
lowed you, who loved you!”

“I shall tell you,"” sald the woman.

“Buat you have told me."

"“Not all."

“When the rest then?"

“To-morrow. Meanwhile let us en-
joy the day"—the old, old human

praver, let us enjoy the day despite
the morrow—"let it suffice that I love
you; that I never loved anyone else;
that no kisses llke to yours have ever
been pressed upon my lips, nor 1 be-
lieve not upon the lips of mortal
woman, Let us pass, the day in hap-
piness together. Come, we must
breakfast. We must see what the
v earthquake has done to our Island. We
have things to think about, things
to do.”

*I have nothing to think about but
you; nothing to do but to love you."

Hand in hand, they stepped scross
the sand to the shade of the trees, a

royal and a noble couple, the splendid
woman nobly plenned, fit mate for the
godlike man, children of God and Na-

ture, both of them in loose tunles
which she had woven from the long
soft grass, which left neck and arma
bare and fell to knee and were belted
in at the walsi. TUnbhampered by any
of the debasing or degrading garments
of civillzation, they were a pair to
excite the admiration and envy of the
gods.

CHAPTER XlI.

The Consclence Quickened.

They bad spent the morning to-
goether, but not as usual. Things were
different, conditions had changed., For
the first time In years the dally lesson
which she had glven him was Inter
mitted. To-day they were both at
school with Love for preceptor and
stich willlngness In their hearts as
made them ideal puplils. The storm
had dled away as suddenly as |t
hod arisen. No visible evidence of it |

was left save the tremendous thunder |

of the long undulating seas upon the
outward barrier, The earthquake had
not greatly damaged the lsland, the
fallen cliff, a few prostrate palms here
and there, that was all, But there was
visible evidence In them of the storm
through which they had passed and
which still held them In its throes,
in the tumnit of their souls.

To the man the experience of the
morning was absolutely new and to
the woman It was so different from
what had hitherto transpired that it
was practieally go. They luxtiriated
in thelr emotions. They sat side by
side, hand in hand; they walked to-
gether, hand in hand. Yet it was the
woman who was the bolder, the
woman who made the advances,
man was not passive, Kisa for kiss,
look for look, word for word, touch
for touch, he gave, but the initiative
was herg not his, He was putting a
copstraint of steel upen himself. She
saw that and was giad. It made her
bold. Womanlike she tried and tested
the biade that she had forged ngain
and again, growing daring in her Im-
munity, braver in her trust.

They stood In one part of thelr wan-
derings before the door of what had
been her cave, Hand in lhand they
looked down upon the heap of rocks
that he had torn away. It was noth-
ing to hiw: to her It was Incredible.
She eould better estimate what human
strength was capable of than he. She
had standards of comparison which he
Incked,

“It cannot be possible that you lifted
that boulder and that one, alone?" she
sald, gazing at him wanderingly.

“At that moment, to release youj I
¢ould have torn the rock asunder,” he

eried, throwlng out his arms In a mag
nificant gesture of strength and force. |
She caught his hand with her own

and otce more presged her lips with-
in his palm.

"I don't know how to say how much
[ love you," she cried,

“Sny that you will try to care as
much for me as I for you and 1 will
be content,' he answered.

And so thers wins a pretty rivalry
between them as to which loved the |
more, In the midst of the strife of ‘
tongues the woman spoke, She could
not keep away from the subject, |

“You love me,” she suld at last, “be- |
cause you think me more than I am,
becanse,” she ran on in spite of his |
protesting gesture, checking his deny- |
ing word, “because you have seen no
other woman, because—"

Y[ will not hear another word,” he
crled, finding volce at last and stop- |
ping her, “I know not woman of man |
save as I know you and myself, save
as you have taught me by the women
of whom you have read me in that
slngle book we have, the women of
whom ¥you have told me who have
played thelr parts In the world. All
of them together are not like you."

“That is because 1 am allve and

here and they are dead and away.”
(TO BE CONTINUEL.)

Lesson From the Jap Bear

Many Others Might Taks to Heart
What One Man Declares He
Has Learned,

[ “I never go to the Zoologleal park,”

sald a frequenter of that resort, “that
1 da not get some valuahle losgon
from the animals, Last week 1 be-
came fascinated with the little black
Japanese bear, He ia truly Japanese
In size, reminding one of the dwarfed
trees of that people, and the day [
saw him he was dolng = whirling
dervish act around his cage—chasing
himsgelf In a contlnuous performance
that made me dizzy, and disdaining
all attempts of visitors to entice him
from It. [ noticed above his cage &
placard stating his genus, specles,
ate. It also bore the information that
in disposition this specles was ex-
ceedingly frritable and unfriendly,
thiat no specimen had been known to
make friends with even a keeper, and
that cowardice was s leading charno-
latie.

“‘How strange,” I sald to my com:
panfon. ‘I should think that if these
bears are cowardly they would try to
make friends in order to be safe from

rhaps,’ sald my companion, who
is a shrewd observer, ‘but | have no-
ticed that people who have ugly tem:
pers aro nearly always cowardly.

5
e

gince then, I have been on the point
of loging my temper the word ‘cow-
ard' has come up before me In large
black letters and It is not a nice
word., We are not always so much
ashamed as we should be of having
hasty tempers and we often Indulge
them with very little compunction;
but no man will calmly brand him.
self a coward; so the little Jap bear
has been useful to me—New York
Press.

Frightfully Close to Death,

A thrilling Incldent In connection
with a recent ascent of the Parseval
alrship in Berlin is reported in the
German press. A boy who had come
too near the ropes, got hias right leg
entangled, and when the balloon
rose he was lifted up in the alr,
head downwards, While hanging In
thnt position he sueceded, as a good
gymnast, In catching the rope with
his hands, thus getting In & safer and
more comfortable position. The crowd
beolow watched with bated breath ‘the
movements of the boy, hanging be
tween heaven and <arth at a helght
of 800 feet. It was then that the peo-
ple in the balloca noticed the signals
from below, aud brought down the
airship, whereupon the boy was res
cued ball dead from his perllous po

= = =

| Milwankes, Wis.

The |

SUFFERING
ONE YEAR

Cared by Lydia E. Pinke

ham’sVegetable Compound

Milwankee, Wis, —* Lydia E. Pink.
ham's Vegetable Compound has made
me a4 well woman,
and I would like to
| tell thewholeworld
2l of it, I suffersd
i fromfemaletrouble

il and fearful

fea

my back. Ihadthe
| best doctors and
| they all decided

that I a tumor
il in tion to m
4 female trouble,

advised an opera-

tion, Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound madse
‘I;a : wﬁu uiogmn siml Ihh?ve 211? mobro

ckache. I hope I can help others by
telling them what Lydia E.?[’in.klmm‘s
Vegetable Compound has done for
me, " — Mna, Exya InsE, 833 First 8t.,

The sbove is only one of the thou.
sands of grateful letters which are
cnnstantli[ being recelved b£ the
Pinkham Medicine Company of ym:E
Masg., which prove beyond a doubttha
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetabls Com-
pound, made from rootd and herbs,
actually does cure these obstinate dis-
eases of women after all other means
have fafled, and that every such suf-
ering woman owes it to herself to at
least give Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Comipound a trial before submit-
ting to an operation, or giving up
D Piaknam, of Lynm, M

TS, wm, of Lynn, Mass.,
invites all sick women to writa
her for advice, She has ided
| thousands to health and her
| advice is free.

4= MOTHER GRAY'S
h SWEET POWDERS
) FOR CHILDREN,

A Ourtain Rellef tor i vrﬂ;hnan.
¥ ‘onatipation, Fa awohe,
A g romach Troublos, Toething

by isor %l. aud‘.l!): I(I‘:ID.
Trado Mark, in ?{F.:}n.hfn’.?rﬂ [

Don't acoept Bample mallsd FRER, Add
| woysubstitute. A omanu.uaoﬂ.‘h

GOOD AND WARM.,

o ) T
First Office Boy—I hear your boss
made it hot far yvou yesterday.

Second Office Hoy—Yes;
me,

he fired

An Unusual Attribute.

Johnnie, whp cannot pro-
nounce S, has been (Hlghtened Into
keeping out of the attic by tplea told
by his nurse of a dreadful ghost that
lives In the dim recesses under the
eaves. The other day he was over-
heard to say confidentially to a small
friend:

“We've got an old gho't up in our
attic!®

To which hils friend, much Inter.
ested, regponded: “Do he butt?”

Littl=

Understood the Sex,

Hls Daughter—Daddy, you
twenty-five when this was
weren't you? Why, you might
gt for it yesterday.

Her Tuther—M'yves; your mother's
own daughter, Well, well, you'll find
it on the table, I think

His Daughter—Find
darling?

Her Father—The

wera
taken,
have

what, daddy,

checkbook, my -~

| own lamb.

His Reason,
“How did you come to leave your
wife in Paria?"
"“She couldn’t decide whether she
wanted three yards and a haif or four
yvards, and 1 got tired of waiting."

Quite a Jobh on Hand.
“Whnt's his business ™
*“Well, as near a8 1 can make out he
I8 matrimonial agent for his two
daughters."—Stray Storles.

A man really ean make more fugs

| over the way s barker trims his mus-
| tache than a4 woman over the way a

tallor cuts her gown.

HARD ON CHILDREN,

When Teacher Has Coffee Habit.

“Best {8 best, and best will aver
live, When & person feels this way
about Postum they are glad to' glve
testimony for the benefit of others,

A school tescher down in Miss.
gays: "l had been a coffee drinker sinca
my childhood, and the last few years
it bhad Injured me seriously.

"One cup of coffee taken at bréak-
fast would cause me to become B8O
nervous that I could scarcely go
through with the day's duties, and
this nervousness was often acgpm-
panied by deep depression of spirits
and heart palpitation.

“I am a teacher by profession, and
when under the Influence of coffea
bad to struggle agalnst crossness .
when In the school room. ]

“When talking this over with my
physleian, he suggested that I try
Postum, so I purchased a package and |
made it carefully according to direc- |
tlons; found it excellent of flavor, and
nourighing. S

“In a ghort time I noticed very grathk, |
fying effects. My nervousness disap-
peared, T was not irritated by my pe
pils, life seemed full of sunshine, and
my heart troubled me no longer,

splrita to Postum slons,” S
Read the little book, “The .
Wellville,"in pkes,
Ever read i’




